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* Ton will  not be able to get Pinto to-day/ said Mr,
Brancepeth, * for lie dines with me.'

* What an unlucky fellow I am! '   exclaimed St. Aide-
gonde, entirely to himself.    11 had made up my mind to
dine with Pinto to-day/

* And why should you not ?    Why not meet Pinto at
*ny house ? '

' Well, that is not in my way,' said St. Aldegonde, hut
not in a decided tone. ' You know I do not like strangers,
and crowds of wine-glasses, and what is called all the
delicacies of the season.'

* You will meet no one that you do not know and like.   It
is a little dinner I made for------' and he mentioned Lothair,

41 like Lothair,' said St. Aldegonde, dreamily. * He is a
nice boy.1

' Well, you will have him and Pinto to yourself.'

The large fish languidly rose and swallowed the bait,
ind the exulting Mr. Brancepeth cantered off to Hill
ibtrect to give the necessary instructions.

Mr. Pinto was one of the marvels of English society ;
the most sought after of all its members, though no one
could tell you exactly why. He was a little oily Portu-
guese, middle-aged, corpulent, and somewhat bald, with
dark eyes of sympathy, not unmixed with humour. JSTo
one knew who he was, and in a country the most scruti-
nising as to personal details, no one enquired or cared to
know. A quarter of a century ago an English noble had
caught him in his travels, and brought him young to
England, where he had always remained. Erom the
favourite of an individual he had become the oracle of a
circle, and then the idol of society. All this time his
manner remained unchanged. He was never at any time
either humble or pretentious Instead of being a parasite,
everybody flattered him ; and instead of being a hanger-on
of society, society hung on Pinto.